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Article 19

Tempus Fugit
by Holly Haines
"Ah, officer! I'm so pleased you could join me up
here! I was becoming quite lonesome all by myself," the
obsessively pacing man admitted, pausing for a moment on
the ledge. A uniformed police officer hesitated, halfway
out of the trap-door in the roof.
"Don't be a booby, officer. Stride right on up here
and have a seat," the wild-haired young man called
irritably.
"I promise I won't jump before we have our
chat. " The policeman complied after a moment, seating
himself uneasily on the cold concrete ledge.
A siren
blurped below, scattering red and blue over the startled
cop. The suicidal man laughed at his discomfiture and
perched cross-legged on the ledge several feet away.
.
"What's your name?" he asked in a deep, cultured
voice.
"Dan. Dan Davrowski," the policeman uttered.
"So, Dan Dan Davrowski," he began. "They sent
a Pollack to talk me down?
Not exactly a brilliant
maneuver. " The policeman straightened his shoulders
reflexively, and was about to take umbrage at the remark.
The maniac watched him avidly, leaning forward with his
elbows on his knees and hands clasped at his chin. Dan
raked his hand through his brown hair, recalling to whom
he was speaking.
"Good," the wild man praised. "You have control.
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No outbursts because of an innocent--if prejudiced--remark.
If you had reacted badly , Mr. Davrowski, I'm afraid I
would have leapt over the side. Self-righteousness always
turns my stomach," the man rambled, gesticulating with his
elegant hands.
"Well, uh, who are you?" Dan inquired after a
hesitant pause. The suicide-candidate threw back his head
and laughed, flashing white teeth.
"My, we are direct, aren't we?" he commented,
narrowing his eyes. "That's quite all right, Dan ... it is all
right that I call you that?" The plump officer nodded
emphatically; "I like direct people. I do enough 'beating
around the bush,' as they say, for three people. And, as
you know, I do not have time to spare." The man waved
at the starry sky behind him. Davrowski waited patiently,
shifting on the concrete.
"Where was I?" the excitable young man pondered,
tapping his stubbled chin. "Oh, yes. My name is Bond.
James Bond." Dan gave the man a disbelieving look, his
lips twisted and an eyebrow raised.
"Really," Dan stated. The pathological liar laughed
again and stood to resume his pacing.
"You got me. Me real name is Han Solo."
Davrowski rolled his eyes, then instantly regretted the rash
impulse. "Oops! Silly me, I did it again. All right, I'll
tell you something closer to the truth. My name is Jack."
He sat down again, legs collapsing with agility.
"Jack-" the police officer prompted, waggling his
hand for a last name.
"Inthebox," he answered immediately. "No, I don't
think so. I wouldn't want the police contacting my family
at this time of night. Waking my poor, elderly mother to
talk me down from this building ... " He lit up a cigarette,
the zippo briefly illuminating the loon's face until the lid
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snicked shut. High cheekbones, dark hair, Davrowski
noted for identification. A thin face reminiscent of a
lithesome panther.
"You shouldn't smoke," Davrowski pointed out,
gesturing at the faint red glow of the cigarette. Jack
chuckled, expelling the smoke through pursed lips. His
hand shook.
"And you think self-destructive behavior doesn't
appeal to me?" Jack drawled derisively, taking another
nonchalant drag on the cigarette. His expression was
doubtful and faintly annoyed.
"Yeah, well," Dan grumbled. "Why are you here,
anyway?" Jack raised a dark eyebrow and stared at
Davrowski through curling smoke. His lips curved into a
smile and he continued the desecration of his lungs.
Davrowski sneezed at the acrid smell.
"Bless you." He waited another moment. "The
voices told me to," Jack replied finally, narrowing his
eyes. Davrowski folded his hands over his gut and
carefully regarded the young man. A wedding band glinted
on Davrowski's stubby left hand.
"I don't think so, Jack," Dan told him in a parental
tone.
"Fast learner. But believe me, Dan, if you had
been dumber than a box of rocks I would have jumped by
now," Jack admitted, pulling out another cigarette and
lighting it from the first. He stuffed the still foil-wrapped
package back into his trench coat. Jack's hand beat out a
rapid staccato on his faded denim-covered knee.
"Why is that?" Davrowski inquired, intrigued by
this young man in spite of himself.
"I'll tell you in a minute," Jack evaded, standing up
and peering at the street below.
"Look, Jack. I'm sure you have a lot to live for.
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You're probably just going through a rough patch-" Jack's
harsh laughter stopped Davrowski's speech.
"A rough patch? You mean, like a phase? How I
wish it was simply a phase," Jack ridiculed, nearly biting
each word off as he spoke.
"Calm down, now," Davrowski told him in a gentle
voice. He too stood, opting instead for the roof rather than.
the narrow ledge.
"You're a nice man, Officer Davrowski.
Unfortunately, you cannot grasp what I'm about to tell
you."
"First promise me you won't jump," Dan blurted,
drying his hands on his navy polyester slacks. Jack pivoted
slowly. Ever so slowly. His face was twisted into a garish
smile.
"All right," Jack agreed softly, a faint cloud of
condensation appearing in the chilly air. His eyes glinted
with some suppressed emotion, undiscernible in the dim
light. "I promise." Dan expelled a shaky breath.
"Good.
Then come down from that ledge,"
Davrowski ordered, taking a step forward and extending
his right hand.
"Freeze, Dan. I'm not finished here." Jack flung
his arms wide and twirled around once, frightening the
breathless Davrowski. Dan sounded a frantic gurgle deep
in his throat and ran forward a halting step. Jack
completed his pirouette, arresting Dan's forward progress.
"You see, Dan. The reason I'm up here is because
I've had impure thoughts." Jack tapped the side of his
head with an open palm. "Excuse me. The reason I'm up
here is because you're an honest man." Davrowski looked
confused and leaned forward, his brow furrowed. "No,
Dan. The problem is not that you are honest. The
problem exists simply because I am not. I'm a liar,
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Officer Davrowski. That is why I am up here," Jack
explained wearily, pointing at the ledge. "And why you
have your feet planted firmly down there." Jack flicked his
bitter cigarette butt over the side and turned to face the
street below. A small crowd had gathered, and people
were making their way to the dirty gray buildings on either
side to observe the spectacle at eye level.
"I've done nothing, gone nowhere. I've made no
impression upon the world, Officer Davrowski. Do you
know what that's like?" Jack demanded frantically. "1-1
don't understand," Dan stuttered. "I can't help you if you
won't speak clearly, boy!"
.
"The only mark I'll make on this world is one on
that street," Jack explained sardonically. Dan sensed Jack
was about to jump.
"I think you're honest," Dan exclaimed desperately.
Jack turned and glared at the prevaricating policeman. His
face reflected his contempt and the dismay in his eyes.
"And I think you're lying."
Dan ran forward, planning to seize Jack and pull
him down. His attempt at bravery only allowed him to feel
the rush of air that ballooned out of Jack's trench coat.
People scattered below, an air mattress lay uninflated.
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